THE  CARAVAN  IN DANGER
shoulder against the emaciated hindquarters of the horse.
At "Three" we managed to move the stiff mass that was all
Slalom was now. Every hundred yards we sat down without
a word, to get our breath. I was afraid of the halts, anxious
each time lest Slalom should stick for good. At seven
o'clock in the evening, from the top of the pass, I saw the line
of a frozen river in the distance. Peter would not dare
believe it was true and opined that it might only be salt
deposit.
It was still a long way off and the question was whether we
should leave Slalom and bring him back some water later
on. No, I decided, never. It was as though I held on only by
a single idea—to get my horse into camp before he collapsed.
Pulled and pushed, Slalom was got down, exactly like an
automaton, an emptied hide, in and out of which the breathed
air only barely passed. It was to be hoped that our men had
not crossed the river and gone on still further in the night.
No. There they were at last. . . . What a victory!
The men unpacked and I was surprised to find we had the
strength left to set up the tent, to plant the poles well into.the
ground, and to get everything inside: the heavy "canteen"
box, our hold-alls, the guns, glasses, cameras, our sleeping-
bags which we rolled tight so as to have them at our backs for
the time being; our suit-cases, which we put along the lower
flaps of the tent—we could write our notes on them, play
cards on them, use them as dressing-tables.
Then suddenly I felt utterly worn out. I was stiff and sore.
I gave in and let myself rest I had ceased to believe in rest
I thought Assa Khan had made a mistake and that we were
going to have to wander about all night.
We had just enough strength left to drink a little cocoa
and some brandy. Peter was half asleep in his clothes,
and for the first time went without his evening pipe. But
before he went right off I extracted a promise that we
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